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„it\'s just a matter of chemistry.. 


Author's Notes: 
In an attempt to break writer\'s block, \ve tried to just sit down and write whatever will come in a half hour. 


This is one of the results of that. 


As always, comments, criticisms and questions are gratefully and lovingly received. 


When he touched Phil, sometimes Joe wondered what he was feeling. 


At what point did Phil become Phil. When did he stop being that guy out of Girl, and start being Def Leppara's 
guitarist? When did he go from being the first one at the bar, to the teetotal vegetarian? When did he stop 


being Steve's lover, and start being his? 


None of this was visible except in the shifting of Joe's green eyes, as he ran bitten-fingernailed fingers over 
Phil's naked, gleaming torso. He could feel everything, the skin and the hair and the warmth and the life and the 
heartbeat. But he couldn't feel Phil, even though every time he licked his lips he could taste him there. 


He couldn't say when the nightmares started, only that it wasn't long after Steve had died. It felt like a cliche 
to him, though. He didn't want Steve's death to be an excuse for him, so when Phil furrowed his brow and 
asked without words, he'd shake his head so that they could go on with the day. Even so, it nagged at him, 
every day. He loved Phil in as much as he understood that word any more, and needed him more than he was 


comfortable needing anybody else, but some night he'd wake up and realise that he couldn't feel anything at all. 


Phil, though, was oblivious, his chiselled features gratefully relaxed into sleep. They'd had a long night of it - a 
show, in a city, somewhere in the world, the day after one show and before the next. They'd gone to the bar, 
conversations flowing easily between friends as they hung out as a band, exchanging stories and ideas, 
everything as easy and exhilirating as it had been when they were twenty. He'd caught Phil, though, looking at 
him with the eternal eyes, and forgotten the latter half of his sentence. Instead he watched the graceful way 
that Phil picked up his glass, the way the light changed the blue of his eyes, and the smile he got when he was 
quietly amused but didn't want to share. The smile he got that told Joe he'd been spotted. 


Then they came back to the hotel. Sloppy kisses from Phil, and a little drunken from Joe, fumbling with zippers 
and buttons and buckles and belts. Laughing, because that's what they do, kissing. Endless kisses, and the sober 
side of Joe could have settled for that. The drunken beast though, had Phil stripped in minutes, thrown down 
on the freshly made bed and was over him. The beautiful, muscular cradle of Phil's body held him, his thighs 
pressing against Joe's hips, his hands coaxing him nearer. Slowly they fucked, Joe drunker now on the 


sweetness and the musk of Phil's skin, the taste of his kisses, and the scrape of his nails. 


They'd fallen asleep like that, but somehow in the night he must have shifted to the crook of Phil's arm, a 
little seperate from him but still in the comforting fold of his arms. He let his eyes take in the body he'd 

noticed first, always ridiculously in shape and now an absolute education in the perfect human body. By no 
means perfect, that'd be boring, but each of the tiny scars and blemishes - most of which Joe knew 


intimately. 


Frustrated now that he was awake, Joe moved again to get a better view, tracking their courtship. From seeing 
him, to watching.. always watching, and keeping an eye out, talking away and focussing on the quiet, but fiercely 
intelligent man in the corner. It killed him, then, when he'd seen them that day - the quieter Steve with his 
hand held by the shorter man, who was daring the whole world to judge them. Of course Joe hadn't, he'd just 
waited, and been as pleased for them as he could be. 


Until one day he'd snapped, and that was it. Everything after that was the long slow tumble to this space here, 
the crease of Phil's arm and the warmth of his hold. the guilt he'd felt was harder than anything, but at the 
same time, not enough to stop. By that point, there was nothing that could have made him stop. 


Tracing the flat of his hand over Phil's belly button, he couldn't piece it together. With a frown and a 
murmured kiss to Phil's shoulder, he tried to stop, but didn't think he'd find any peace. Then Phil stirred a 
little, blinking his eyes open, and smiling straight at Joe. 


As he pressed the softest of kisses to Joe's mouth, he realised that he felt it. The warmth, and the tingling, 
and the feeling. 


Satisfied, oblivious to the curious look in Phil's eyes, Joe tucked closer and went back to sleep. 


